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Jun E 29th is the FEAST OF SS. PETER & PAUL, 
Your P,I,M.E. (Pontifical Institute of Mission 
Extension) Missionaries of Ss, Peter and Paul 
ask your prayers on that day so that they may 
better imitate the works of these great APOSTLES. 


MAY - the month of MARY followed by JUNE - the month of the 
SACRED HEART OF JESUS have been the inspiration of this issue. 


THE MAY MAGNIFICAT 
YOUR PIME SEMINARY 


ASSIGNMENT: ORIENT, PartI- Japan. ... 
"IF IT WILL HELP FATHA'" 


MARY TO TI RESCUE. . eee 
RIZAL AND THE SACRED HEART .... 
THE FREE WORLD MOURNS 


THINGS TO COME DEPT: 

Bishop Nelligan's notes on modern education have been post- 
poned to the SEPT-OCT issue for a more seasonal impact. 
In JULY-AUGUST, Dr. Paul Sih gives his views on CHINA 
and UNESCO and a thought provoking article by John R. 
Gariepy called, YOU CAN TAKE IT WITH YOU! -- both 
should liven up your summer months, 








The May Magnificat 
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ay is Mary’s month, and | 
Muse at that and wonder why: 
Her feasts follow reason, 
Dated due to season— 


' Candiemas, Lady Day; 


/ But the Lady Month, May, 
Why fasten that upon her, 


ls it only its being brighter 


It is opportunest 
And flowers finds soonest? 





of her, the mighty mother: 
‘Her reply puts this other 
Question: What is Spring?— 
_ Growth in every thing— 








With a feasting in her honour? 


"Than the most are must delight her? 


Flesh and fleece, fur and feather, 

Grass and greenworld all together; 
Star-eyed strawberry-breasted 
Throstle above her nested 


Cluster of bugle blue eggs thin 

Forms and warms the life within; 
And bird and blossom swell 
In sod or sheath or shell. 


All things rising, all things sizing 
Mary sees, sympathising 
With that world of good, 
Nature’s motherhood. 


Their magnifying of each its kind 
With delight calls to mind 
How she did in her stored 
Magnify the Lord. 


Well but there was more than this: 
Spring's universal bliss 

Much, had much to say 

To offering Mary May. 


When drop-of-blood-and-foam-dapple 
Bloom lights the orchard-apple 
And thicket and thorp are merry 
With silver-surfed cherry. 


And azuring-over greybell makes 
Wood banks and brakes wash wet 
like lakes 
And magic cuckoocall 
Caps, clears, and clinches all— 


This ecstasy all through mothering earth 
Tells Mary her mirth till Christ’s birth 
To remember and exultation 

In God who was her salvation. 
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IT WAS A sultry afternoon in 
September, 1953, when the tele- 
phone rang on my desk in De- 
troit. “This is Bishop Ready” 
said the voice on the other end 
of the wire. Startled by his call- 
ing, I listened attentively to 
what he had to say. 


“A good friend of mine,”’ the 
Bishop continued, “is thinking 
of donating some land to a re- 
ligious group for erection of a 
seminary. The next time you're 
in Columbus, Father, come and 
see me.” 


That was the beginning. It 
took two years of negotiations 
and finally on the Feast of the 
Assumption, August 15, 1955, 
Bishop Ready’s good friend, 
the generous Mr. Augustine T. 
Wehrle, signed the deed of the 


of COLUMBUS, OHIO, 
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The Foundations of the NEWARK SEMINARY 
as they looked on July 22nd, 1956 at the 
CORNERSTONE BLESSING CEREMONIES 
presided over by BISHOP MICHAEL READY 
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Your PIME Seminary 


property over to the Mission- 
aries of SS. Peter and Paul. Ex. 
actly twenty-two days later, on 
the eve of the Feast of the 
Nativity of Mary, Mr. Wehrle 
suddenly died and went to his 
final reward. 


The new Seminary was started 
by contractors on June 1, 1956 
and on July 22, our benefactor 
Bishop Ready, blessed it's 
corner-stone in the presence o 
a large group of the Mission 
aries’ friends. On the Feast o 
St. John the Apostle, December 
27th, our Seminarians and Fac 
ulty moved into the new build 
ing. 


The story of this project in all 
its details is known only to God 
but the one underlying theme a 
generosity punctuates the story 
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from beginning to end. This 
Seminary is the fruit of the gen- 
erosity of the American people; 
the generosity of Bishop Ready, 
who wanted us to have this 
land; the generosity of the late 
Mr. Wehrle, who despite his 
wealth, worked to the last day 
of his life to help boys study 
for the priesthood; the generos- 
ity of thousands of other bene- 
factors, small and large — who 
helped make this dream come 
true. Only in a country such 
as the United States could our 
Society of Missionaries build 
such a beautiful Seminary in so 
short a-time. wy 
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A completed wing of the new Semi- 


As this issue goes to 
press we received word 
that at 4 P.M. May 
2nd, Bishop Michael J. 
Ready, D.D., of Colum- 
bus, Ohio passed to his 


reward thus cancelling 
the solemn dedication 
ceremonies of the new 
Seminary scheduled for 
May 12th. 


Reyuiescat in pare 








Knights of Columbus, the PIME 


Fathers and Seminarians pitch in to 
whitewash the walls. 
Explaining how the tile floor will be laid. 
> a Pg. a 




















IT WAS NEW, and big and empty, a 
and the warmth of our comfortable e : I 
little house in Columbus seemed far ee 
better than this new but lifeless 
place. Christmas was everywhere 
yet how bare our new home looked. =. 
Was this not Bethlehem’s stable? 
How ungrateful we are, we spoiled 
American youth! We saw an empty 
shell and failed to realize that 
shells are the abodes of life. 
January was a month of study 
and constant flux. Bits of furni- 
ture arrived and the cold paintless 
walls began to embrace rather than 
repel us. Soon the ‘‘empty”’ build- 
ings on the hill, the curious place 
overlooking farmlands and rolling 
hills began to draw visitors. They 
came from Newark, Granville, Co- 
lumbus, Buckeye Lake, Zanesville 
and places far and near just to 
welcome us, their new neighbors. 
Soon the bare walls looked out at 
smiling visitors and the bumpy road 
became a busy thoroughfare. They 
came to paint, to advise, to encour- 
age; truly the Magi bearing gifts.. . 
The bare walls are painted, the 
floors are being tiled and the once 


empty corners now hug new pieces 
of furniture; our seminary is taking 
shape, but above all else it’s home! 
Home yes, but not because of the 
paint, the furniture or the other 
added comforts. It’s home because 
of the people, our neighbors around 
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The dormitory for Seminarians 
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In the classroom 

































Seminarians browse through the library. 


The Missionaries of SS. 
Peter and Paul needed 
Movies to make their work 
better known in the United 
States. The first step in 
having them made was to 
send Bill Deneen on his 


ASSIGNMENT: 
ORIENT 


Part I, Japan 


AS WE TAXIED down the air- 
strip, the giant transport strained 
to lift itself into the skies. | 
could hardly believe that I had 
been insane enough to accept 
such an assignment. Winging 
my way to Tokyo on the first | 
lap of a thirty-five thousand | 
mile journey, I could not im- | 
agine what the strange lands | 
ahead would hold in store for 
me. 

Iam a film producer and, with 
the help of writers, cameramen, 
directors and skilled technicians 
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had produced many types of 


films. But never had I taken 
on a project like this. I was 
going alone to the Orient to 


bring back enough film material 
for no less than five motion pic- 
tures to cover the foreign mis- 
sion story. The Missionaries of 
SS. Peter and Paul and I were 
to work together and the plan 
was to secure native technical 
help wherever and whenever 
possible. For the most part 
however, I was to be my own 
writer, camerman, director, and 
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by Bill Deneen 


technician all the way down the 
line to plain laborer. 

My thoughts were interrupted 
by the stewardess serving re- 
freshments and I relaxed, watch- 
ing the California coastline 
swiftly slipping from under us. 


EAST MEETS WEST 

It was dark by the time we 
landed in Hawaii but the termi- 
nal was brightly lit and alive 
with swirling masses of gayly 
dressed people. American tour- 
ists predominated though there 
were also Japanese, Chinese, 
and Indians as well as Euro- 
peans. The excitment was con- 
tagious and the loudspeakers 
blared out news of arrivals and 
departures. One announcement, 
“Canton Island—Nandi—Auck:. 
land,’’ was followed by another 
with an irate voice telling a 
certain Mr. Ah Bong to please 
come to the ticket counter of 
the Quantas Airways. ‘Manila 
—Saigon—Singapore” was fol- 
lowed all too quickly by ‘Wake 
Island and Tokyo: will all 
passengers please board their 
planes.’ As I walked out to the 
ship, I wondered if they ever 
found Mr. Ah Bong. 
GATEWAY TO 


THE EAST: TOKYO 

The flight was six hours late 
in arriving at Tokyo’s Haneda 
Airport, so I hardly expected 
anyone to be there to meet me. 
But as soon as I! stepped off the 
plane, I spotted Father Sardei, 
Superior of the Missionaries of 
SS. Peter and Paul in Japan, a 
black robed figure in the midst 
of the crowd and quickly I 
rushed to meet him. I immedi- 
ately knew that he was a man 
with whom I could work. 





Father Sbrillo part 
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famed tea ceremony. 
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We piled the luggage into a 
little Toyopet Taxi and somehow 
managed to include ourselves. | 
chuckled to Father Sardei, “Ja- 
pan is a crowded place, isn’t it?” 
And he laughed back even 
though tired from a seven hour 
wait for me at the airport. 


I suspected then and found { 
out later that the good Father 
had been boning up on his 
English in anticipation of my af 
rival. Languages however, wefé 
not much of a problem for him 
He had spent several years i 
China learning Chinese, only tf 
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be driven out when the Commu- 
nists took over. A brief inter- 
lude in Hong Kong had helped 
him learn English and his latest 
assignment had added Japanese 
to his list. 


HOUSE NO. 56 

The Toyopet pulled into Hi- 
kawa-Cho, a narrow lane. Num- 
ber 56's reception committee was 
waiting; the housekeeper stood 
in a brightly flowered kimona 
bowing profusely, and Brother 
Peter along with Fathers Aqua- 
viva and Temperini were there to 
shake my hand in welcome. 


According to the Japanese cus- 
tom, Father suggested that I re- 
move my shoes at the entrance 
but none of the slippers by the 
doorway were up to my size. 
There was nothing else to do, I 


had to walk about the house in 
my stocking feet. 

I was shown to a room with 
a bed but I later learned that 
my hosts slept Japanese style. 
Each night they unrolled their 
bedding on the tatami, woven 
fiber matting which provided 
added protection and warmth 


Father Sardei 
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from the cold cement flooring. 
The walls of the two-story house 
were for the most part sliding 
rice-paper panels, a time-hon- 
ored solution to functional living 
as the need for space increases 
or decreases. A complete “tour” 
of the P.I.M.E. headquarters in 
Japan terminated in the Chapel. 

This charming little « ater is 
primarily a house of studies in 
which the new missionary ar- 
rivals learn the language and 
culture of Japan. Aside from the 
five or six Japanese who attend 
Sunday Mass in the tiny Chapel, 
there are no other signs of the 
customary missionary activity. 
The two outlying mission posts 
of Kofu and Kyushu were to be 
visited soon and Father Sardai 
briefed me on the efforts being 
made in each. He offered 100% 
cooperation for as long as I 
cared to remain in Japan and 
we toasted our coming adven- 
tures with a glass of long char- 
ished Italian Vermouth which 
had been saved for a special 
occasion. 

Preparations began almost ‘at 
once to film how new mis- 





sionaries react on first coming 
to Japan. Scenes of eating their 
first meals of exotic food with 
chopsticks, tea ceremonies, and 
early difficulties in communicat- 
ing with the Japanese people 
were experiences filmed inside 
the house. Then we almost de- 
molished the house in staging 
the effects of an earthquake. 
Brother Peter threw himself joy- 
fully, although questioningly, 
into shaking the wooden frame 
of the house. 

“That crazy American” sounds 
the same in almost any lan- 
guage and this was the first of 
many times that I was to hear 
it on my journey. Good humor 
all-around however, kept the 


film-making a going pleasure 
rather than a laborious task, in- 
spite of the many improvisations 


that had to be made. 
MOUNTAIN IDYL 


Father Sardei had at last com- 
pleted the arrangements for my 
trip to Kofu and generously of- 
fered to accompany and assist 
me. This was most heartening 
as without his kindness, willing- 
ness and untiring help in this 
strange business, the job could 
not possibly have been done. 

The 150 mile ride through 
the beautiful Hakone mountains 
provided time for Father to tell 
me of the people of Japan, a 
people so charming that every 
stranger immediately falls in 
love with them. 

Our first stop was by the 
shores of lovely Lake Kawagu- 
chi which mirrors majestic Fuji 
—the sacred mountain of Japan. 
The hotel people told us that 
our meal would take an hour 
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to prepare. The trip had been 
hot and dirty and the sight of 
the clear lake so _ irresistable 
that I rowed out some distance 
and leisurely slipped over the 
boat's side for a quiet swim. 
Was I again, ‘That crazy Amer- 
ican?” 


KOFU PRODUCED A RIDDLE 

On one of the most disreputa- 
ble streets in Kofu stands the 
P.I.M.E. mission with its old 
church, old rectory and old 
school. And yet it abounds with 
youthful vitality in the persons 
of the missionaries who main- 
tain it. 

Father Sbrillo, a strong and 
strapping thirty, proudly showed 
me the recently completed audi- 
torium. It was an impressive 
building designed to attract 
Japanese friends by showing 
movies, plays and _ holding 
classes. 

It is not easy to interest the 
Japanese in the Faith since Bud- 
dhism is deeply rooted. But 
through well-timed activities 
and entertainment in this new 
auditorium, Father Sbrillo hopes 
to stimulate interest among his 
neighbors. But before I forget 
it, the auditorium can only be 
used during the summer months 
because it still has no floor, and 
Kofu, I'm told, can get mighty 
cold in winter. Father Sbrillo 
observed that a prospective con- 
vert is happier if he is warm 
and mentioned that he and all 
his fellow missionaries are pray- 
ing to St. Joseph for funds to 
provide a floor and heating. The 
building had been erected from 
materials of a demolished struc 
ture. These were transported 
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from its original site twenty 
miles away by the men of Kofu 
and reerected under Father Sb- 
rillo’s direction. 


FLORAL DISARRANGEMENT 

One evening I found myself 
the embarassed witness to a 
most peculiar incident. Hearing 
a heated discussion between 
Father Giannini and a Japanese 
Miss, I was curious to see if 
there was something I could do 
to help. As I entered on the 
scene, to my amazement I saw 
Father Giannini pick up a vase 
of flowers and let it drop on the 
girl's head. Her beautiful new 
kimona was soaking. One look 
from Father and I knew that I 
was quite unwanted at this mo- 
ment. 

Later that night, he called at 
The girl 
to announce her 

tomorrow would 

that is, tomor- 
tow she would commit sui- 
cide. The new kimona for the 
occasion had been worn to con- 
vince Father that she really 
meant business. As it turned 
out, breaking the vase over the 
gitl’s head was sheer inspira- 
tion or the working of Provi- 
dence, for the girl immediately 
began to laugh. The day follow- 
ing she returned and from the 
laughing that punctuated their 
conversation I gathered that the 
suicide would not occur as 
planned either that day or there- 
after. 


EXCHANGES 


For a well-rounded picture of 
, we arranged to film a 
s@quence in the cemetery of a 
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my room to explain. 
had called 

that 
be the day, 


decision 


Though the daughter of a Shinto 
priest, this young lady has become 
a Catholic. 


Buddist temple. After watching 
our filming with keen interest, 
the Buddhist monks invited us 
for a service in the temple and 
later to tea. After prayers for 
a departed benefactor, one Bud- 
dhist monk remarked to Father 
Sardei that the similarities be- 
tween Buddhism and Catholicism 
were striking since both reli- 
gions advocated prayer for the 
dead. But one of the many dif- 
ferences not mentioned on that 
occasion might have been on 
the abortion issue which nearly 
equals Japan's birth rate. 


Father Sardei discusses some of the 
shots to be filmed in the Buddhist 
temple. 





GOALS 


The little mission house was 
always filled with people com- 
ing and going. Instructions in 
the Faith went on without end. 
Some Japanese had been coming 
for years and still couldn't make 
up their minds about the Church. 
It is not enough for them to be 
logically convinced of its true- 
ness. This is just not sufficient 
reason to make so drastic a 
change in one’s religion. They 
must be emotionally convinced 
as well. 

To this end, the P.I.M.E. Mis- 
sionaries of SS. Peter and Paul 
work day and night, studying 
the ways and temperament of 
their Japanese friends. They 
accompany them to flower ar- 
ranging classes; they partici- 


pate in tea ceremonies and 
walks through the woods to ad- 
mire the beauties of nature. The 
Japanese are an elusive people, 
perhaps because of, or perhaps 
inspite of, the fact that they are 
a people living close to nature 
and are strongly affected by 
season, wind, sky and growing 
plant. May the missionaries 
succeed in winning this wonder- 
ful folk to the cause of Christ. 


“SAYONARA” 

The next stop would be Hong 
Kong. I was to see a very dif- 
ferent picture of missionary life 
there. But that will have to wait 
until the next issue of Catholic 
Life. Until then, “SAYONARA” 
or goodby from “that crazy 
American.” 
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THE TOUCH OF HIS HAND 

... Life ina Leper Colony 

the first release of the - - CATHOLIC LIFE FILM SERIES 
is now available to schools - study groups - medical soci- 
eties - and church organizations - for public or private 
showing. 


This true story of mission life filmed in Burma, 16mm, 
sound color running 45 minutes, tells a fascinating tale of 
the cure and rehabilitation of lepers. 


On the eve of her marriage, Enan, a young Burmese girl, 
discovers she has contracted leprosy. She is turned away 
from her village and is compelled to roam and live in the 
jungle alone. A missionary, Father C. Colombo, P.I.M.E,, 
finds her and persuades her to come to the leper colony. 

The film ends happily as Enan is cured with the aid of med- 
{eines contributed by American Catholics, and she returns 

t her village and a normal married life. 


ee RENTALS can be arranged by 
Be contacting: 
CATHOLIC LIFE FILM SERIES 
121 East Boston Boulevard 
Detroit 2, Michigan 
Telephone: TAlbot 8-8515 





“Never underestimate the 
power of a woman” is an 
old adage applying to Car- 
rie Kerwin and her fellow 
members of the Mission- 
aries of SS. Peter and Paul 
Auxiliary when they de- 
cide on some fund-raising 
activity 


"Tf 1t Will Help Fatha'" 


“FATHER, MRS. ARTHUR D. 
KERWIN has no peer in Catholic 
Action. Her zeal is contagious, 
her enthusiasm and ability are 
boundless. Her self-sacrifice is 
inspiring . . .” Father listened 
with growing skepticism! If this 
was not exaggeration, there must 
be a ‘catch’ in it somewhere. 

Faced with the gigantic task 
of establishing the P.I.M.E. order 
of Missionaries in the United 
States, Father Nicholas Mae- 
strini, Provincial Superior and an 
almost total stranger in the 
Country, desperately needed a 
fund-raising Auxiliary. 

At a meeting with a handful 
of very few friends, Father was 
listening to the above: eulogy. 
“Mrs. Kerwin,” his friends con- 
tinued, “would be the perfect 
answer to your prayers for some- 
one to organize a group to work 
with you IF...” The catch was 
ample proof that his friends’ 
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by Trudy Di Cicco 


description of Mrs. Kerwin was 
no exaggeration. 

She had been, Father was 
told, the answer to the prayers 
of an overwhelming list of peo 
ple and organizations in Detroit. 
It was extremely doubtful that 
she could add another organiza- 
tion to her crowded heart and 
busy schedule. 

Father Maestrini subscribes to 
the philosophy of ‘never under 
estimating the power of @ 
woman’; but, whether or not she 
was the solution to his immedi 
ate problem, he was certainly 
most eager to know Mrs. Arthut 
D. Kerwin! 

With typical charm she 
pleaded: “Please give me @ 
year ‘Fatha’,”” when he ap 
proched her. “Right now it # 
physically impossible for me # 
take on anything more; but nea 
year I will not have to be @ 
active in some of my other @& 
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ganizations and, if you still need 
me, I'll be there.” 

Mr. Kerwin, although refusing 
to be an invalid, had suffered 
an incurable asthmatic condition 
for many years. His comfort at 
this time, and for the remaining 
three years of his life, often re- 
quired day and night vigilance 
and, governed by his needs, she 
considered other interests only 
with the reservation: “If ‘Atha’ 
(Arthur) is well enough.” 

Her enunciation still retains 
a hint of the Old South where 
she was born and Boston 
(“Honey-chile what'’sa mattah 
wid you talk?’ cried her old 
southern nurse Mammy. “Dey’'s 
made yo all ovah! Yo ain’ mah 
Carrie no mo.) where she stud- 
ied music and met and married 
her beloved “Atha.” 

Socially prominent and finan- 
cially comfortable, Mrs. Kerwin 
could have led a life of idle 
luxury. But there was far too 
much in this world that needed 
fixing. Though she cherishes an 
invitation to be listed in the So- 
cial Register, she resisted the 
temptation .. . ‘you see, in order 
to accomplish the things for 
which I work, I must have the 
cooperation of people in all 
walks of life. Like ‘Oil and 
Water’ it is one of nature's truths 
that entirely different spheres of 
- interest attract socially inclined 
people and those who are not. 
Because I must understand both, 
I cannot be either.’ Her radi- 
ance on seeing the name of her 
only child in the ‘400 book’, 
some years later, is eloquent tes- 
timony of the sacrifice she made 
in declining her own invitation. 

With her snowy white hair— 
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always beautifully coiffed—the 
slight hesitation in her step is 
ordinanrily regarded as _ the 
natural gait of a woman of her 
years. Friends learn with sur- 
prise that she sustained a se- 
vere spinal injury in a fall ten 
years ago, and that, only through 
her indomitable will is she able 
to walk at all. Though painful, 
and only partly successful, treat- 
ment which included surgery 
and a miserable ordeal in a cast, 
she refused to think that she 
might never again be able to 
walk. Her interest in her proj- 
ects never flagged and both her 
crutches and the _ succeeding 
canes she regarded as _ tem- 
porary expedients which she 
eventually forced them to be. 
With a detached “my back 
is a very accurate weather 
prophet,” she brushes away any 
concern for the pain she still 
suffers. 

In 1945 she served as presi- 
dent—and is still an officer—of 
the Civic Pride Association of 
Greater Detroit — object: “A 
united effort .. . that shall raise 
the standard of living in Greater 
Detroit.’ The late Mayor Jeffries’ 
lengthy telegram, requesting her 
help in promoting the St. Law- 
rence Seaway, could have been 
reduced to the first three words: 
“You are needed .. ."’ With the 
Seaway striding toward reality, 
her lobbying trips to Washing- 
ton (at her own expense) are 
no longer the wasted effort they 
threatened to be for so many 
years. Glowing with satisfac- 
tion in the progress of the huge 
Seaway, her pride is no less 
keen in the successful rat con- 
trol, smoke abatement and nu- 
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concerned Himself with the phys- 
ical welfare of His people as 
well as the spirtual and, since 
that time, history shows that 
world progress—right down to 
our modern times — has been 
based on Christianity.” 

“Our Missionary Priests and 
Brothers are educated and 
trained far beyond the require- 
ments for a life of wealth and 
luxury; yet, they give their 
whole lives—in destitution and 
incredible hardships— to teach- 
ing progress through Christian- 
ity! By teaching crafts for better 
living conditions, they create 
self-respect and initiative — in 
teaching science and relieving 
human suffering, they create a 
desire for progress and self-sup- 
port—and through teaching love 
of God and charity toward fel- 
low creatures, they reveal the 
dignity of the immortal soul and 
the importance of humanity. 
Surely this is the way to the 
lasting peace we have been un- 
able to achieve either with wars 
or money. Our Missionaries are, 
IN THE MOST LITERAL SENSE, 
our first line of defense against 
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Communism — we MUST equip 
them.” 

She began enumerating Father 
Maestrini’s needs — most impor- 
tanly, completion of the new 
Seminary ... “we have fifteen 
seminarians now, don't we?” 
to train those wonderful boys— 
a new car to replace Father's 
old Ford—insulation and repairs 
to the old home which serves as 
American headquarters of the 
Order and a home for the Mis- 
sionaries—What can we do to 
increase our Auxiliary member- 
ship?—we have such wonderful 
workers; but we are so few to 
do so much!—and so little time! 
—well, I'm beginning to think 
that I would get on a soap-box 
in Times Square if it would help 
‘Fatha’.” 

Asked by an interviewer for 
her “secret of success” she re- 
plied, without a flicker of hesi- 
tation: “The wonderful people 
with whom I have been privi- 
leged to work.” This is undoubt- 
edly true—but with a small qual- 
ification:—the glorious, rainbow 
rays MUST have their source in 
a many-faceted diamond! wy 


19 





merous other projects of Civic 
Pride. 

Mrs. Kerwin is the only person 
ever re-elected to a second term 
as president of the Greater De- 
troit Motion Picture Council. 
Twenty years later, she is still 
an actively interested officer. 

As chaplain of the Detroit 
Women’s Council of the Navy 
League of the U. S., she has, for 
many years opened each meet- 
ing with an invocation and 
through the Council, she main- 
tains a lively interest in our 
Armed Services. 

Boysville, at Macon, Michigan 
(patterned after the famous Boys- 
town of Omaha) owes much of 
its tremendous success to Mrs. 
Kerwin's organizational ability. 
The Auxiliary concerned itself 
with such fundamentals as sink- 
ing a well—new chicken houses 
—equipmeént for taking care of 
cows. 

From these earthy intrests, she 
would slip into her most graci- 
ous role as hostess of a musical 
tea, sponsored by the Marillac 
Guild, to benefit the Children’s 
Ward of St. Mary’s Hospital. 

The good Sisters of St. John’s 
Hospital border on trepidation 
with each new request for Ker- 
win help. Since its inception, 
ten years ago, their Fontbonne 
Auxiliary has re-elected Mrs. 
Kerwin president each succeed- 
ing term, and has progressed to 
a membership of 5,000. She was 
persuaded to accept as presi- 
dent-elect of the new Detroit 
Area Council of Hospital Auxili- 
aries by being reminded that it 
would do her beloved Fontbonne 
great honor. 

The list goes on and on! She 
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has worked tirelessly with the 
National Council of Catholi¢ 
Women, The Catholic Study! 
Club, the International Federa- 
tion of Catholic Alumni, Provi 

dence Hospital Auxiliary, th 

Michigan Society for Epileptie 
Children, the School of Govern 

ment, Auxiliary of the Friends 
of the Sick Poor, Glengarda’ 


Guild, Seton Guild, St. Joseph's 
Hospital and recently she has: 
new Carmel 


added the very 
Hall to the list. 

Faithful to her promise, one 
year after her first conversa- 
tion with Father Maestrini, — 
“needed’’ and “there — _ she 
called to order the first meeting 
of SS. Peter and Paul Auxiliary. 

“It will help Fatha,"’ become 
a beacon whose powerful rays 
— penetrating to the farthest 
reaches of the globe—permit her 
to work for the benefit of every 
living creature. 

When the author sought per- 
mission for this article, her first 
reaction was reluctance: “Well, 
if you think it will help “Fatha" 
— another thoughtful pause — 
then suddenly she was Carrie 
Kerwin—"if only we could make 
the people of this Country real- 
ize that this is a matter of the 
most PRACTICAL WORLD ECO- 
NOMICS—not merely an effort 
to convert disinterested unedu- 
cated barbarians to Catholicity! 
Those motion pictures, Bill De 
neen just took of our Mission 
Posts in the Far East, are cer 
tainly going to help.’’ Her words 
struggled to keep pace with her 
lightning mind—‘God sent His 
Divine Son to teach us how to 
save our souls through peacelul 


LIFE ON THIS EARTH. Christ 
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Adventure in Understanding 


by Jody Schaden 


CATHOLIC LIFE around the 
world came alive at the Interna- 
tional Student Seminar held re- 
cently in Detroit. The meeting 
brought together students from 
twenty-nine countries, who are 
studying in eleven different 
American colleges and universi- 
ties. For three days of discussion 
and programs, racial, language, 
and geographical barriers melted 
away in the warmth of the 
common bond of Catholic faith 
and the unity of Catholic prin- 
ciples. The grace of the Mysti- 
cal Body of Christ bound all 
together in the common sacri- 
fice of the Mass and Conm- 
munion. 

Such seminars have been held 
in other parts of the United 
States. The need for many more 
meetings is great for there are 
thousands of Catholic students 
from the world over in our midst. 
Many of these students will 


You may not be able to g° 


today many from the 


return to be leaders in their 
homelands. Too often during 
their student days here, they 
have little contact with Ameri- 
can Catholic Life. 

The unique feature of the De- 
troit Seminar was an effort to 
present this picture. Whereas 
other meetings have been held 
on college campuses, this ven- 
ture sponsored by The Detroit 
Archdiocesan Council of The 
National Council of Catholic 
Women, endeavored to acquaint 
the students with Catholic Dio- 
cesan and family life. The stu- 
dents were house guests of 
Detroit Catholic families, who 
transported them to the meet- 
ings held at The Catholic Char- 
ities Building, and the social 
session on the University of De- 
troit campus. 

It is hard to say who gained 
more, the hosts or the students. 
It was a two way street 


© the Missions yourself, bul 
ons are coming ale 


ou... in the persons of Foreign Students atte 

niversities and schools in your neighborhood. Amer 
ican Catholic Families can be ambassadors of good will 
by just inviting many of these alert and friendly young: 
sters into their own homes and showing them some d 
that traditional American Hospitality. 
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in the growth of international 
understanding and friendship. 
All, who participated, enthused 
about the mutual benefits. For- 
eign student moderators attend- 
ing began plans immediately for 
further Seminars of this kind. 
Even though the sessions may 
be held at colleges, plans in- 
cluded housing in American 
homes. 

It is a sad fact that students 
from other lands, coming to 
this country, which on the sur- 
face appears so materialistic, 
often lose their faith. An op- 
portunity like the Seminar, with 
its theme “Spiritual vs. Ma- 
terial Values,’ did much to 
counteract this evil. It offered 
a chance to apply spiritual prin- 
ciples in various phases of hu- 
life: labor and race relations, 
social action, communications, 
intregration, education, and fam- 
ily living. Much emphasis was 


placed on student discussion. 

It gave all an appreciation 
of various national cultures in 
the presentation of national 
dances, music and art. The 
clicking of bamboo sticks in the 
oriental dances, the sweet rest- 
ful music of the Chinese flute, 
the colorful costumes from the 
Ukraine, the graceful sari of 
India, and the block prints from 
the Phillipines mingled together 
in an impressive tapestry. 


A young man who recently 
escaped from the revolt in Hun- 
gary, a graduate law student 
from Nicaragua, an engineer 
from Cuba, a Fulbright art stu- 
dent from the Philippines, a 
young mother from India, a 
dark-eyed miss from Guam, a 
nursing student from China, all 
discussed together the problems 
facing today’s world. They found 
as they knelt at the feet of Christ 
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to attend the International Students’ 
Seminar sponsored by the Archdio- 
cesan Council of Catholic Women. 


UNITED NATIONS INTERLUDE: Mo- 
trea Makat (center) demonstrates 
_ @ Ukranian folk dance step to stu- 





for the final Benediction, that 
here lay the hope of solution 
and the answer to peace. 

The real impact of the Semi- 
nar was best understood in the 
pageant presented by Gateway, 
Detroit's branch of the Grail at 
the social evening. Called, ‘The 
Gathering of the Nations,” and 
based on The Mystical Body, its 
refrain: 


“Christ the Lord has gathered 
us together 
That we may give glory to 
His name.” 
will long echo in the hearts of 
all who attended. A verse choir 
told the dramatic story of God's 
love for all men throughout the 
ages. And the narrator brought 
it up to the present with a re- 
cital of the Catholic life in every 
country today; 


“China—where many are dy- 
ing for their faith, 
and of Asia, crying, 
“Pray China—Pray India!” 
as students from these countries 


came forward to intone the 
Lord's Prayer in their native 
tongue; 

“Africa—dark continent, now 
glowing in the light of the 
faith, Pray Africa!’’ and the 

negro chanted the Pater Noster 
in soft African music; 

“Europe — torn by 
against the Godless, 

Pray Europe!” 
spoke the young man from Hun- 
gary with deep feeling. Finally 
all joined in, 

“Our Father Who art in 
Heaven...” 

A great hush fell as s all realized 
there is but one kingdom: 


THE KINGDOM OF GOD. vv 
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revolt 


FATHER GAETANO AMICO cuts the 
cake at a farewell party held in 
his honor before leaving for Ma- 
capa, Brazil. Left to right around 
the decorated cake are Diane 
Quinn, President of the Dominican- 
ettes of the Dominican Sisters of 
the Sick Poor, Pat Singleton, Pat 
Halliwell, Father Amico, Eileen Gat- 
son, Sister Kathleen Mary and Fr. 
J. J. Lacey, O.P. (M.C. photo by 
J. Utykanski.) 


Effervescent young FATHER 
GAETANO AMICO, P.I.M.E., is 
mission-bound after a two year 
period of study and parish ex- 
perience here in the United 
States. Until recently, he was 
assistant curate of St. Charles 
Church in Newport, Michigan. 

Father Amico’s new assign- 
ment will take him to Macapa 
on the shores of the longest river” 
in the world, the Amazon of 
Brazil. 

He will be welcomed by fek 
low Missionaries of SS. Pe 
and Paul who have been work 
ing in Macapa since 1947. 
linguistically speaking he'll be 
able to respond to the greetings 
made in the local lingo. He hag 
been studying Portuguese vid 
Linguaphone records for the past 
few months. 

Before his departure, Father 
Amico mentioned that a new 
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‘world awaits 
probably snakes, crocodiles and 
tbobcats would also be repre- 
‘sented among his welcoming 
“committee. 


PIME MARCHES ON 


him and that 


“I only hope,” he 
laughingly added, “that they 


‘confine their welcoming to the 


daytime!” 

Combining his Seminary stu- 
dies in Italy with “Yankee” 
know-how, Father Amico hopes 
to look into new possibilities in 
reaching isolated Brazilian par- 
ishioners more often. The im- 
penetrable jungle covering vast 
areas has restricted the mission- 
aries to only one or two visits 
a year to some villages. He be- 
lieves that radio might be use- 
ful in transmiting regularly the 
Mass, devotional programs and 
other helpful information to re- 
mote tefritories and thus sup- 
plement the personal visits of 
the missionaries, ‘But,’ he con- 
cluded, ““Who knows?” This may 
prove too costly to even consider. 
I will have to wait till I get 
down there. Then I'll tell you 
if the idea is worthwhile or not.” 


vv 


As most of you couldn't make 


the “open house” on Sunday, 
February 24th, we hought you'd 
like to see the latest addition to 
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St. Joseph's of Springer, New 
Mexico, one of the four parishes 
entrusted to your Missionaries 
of SS. Peter and Paul by Arch- 
bishop Edwin V. Byrne in 1953. 

FATHER LOUIS COLOMBO, 
P.I.M.E., and the parish mothers 
and fathers decided that a Cath- 
olic education was an absolute 
must for their children and the 
only way it could be brought to 
them was through the building 
of the new school. 

Proudly they now watch the 
children go to attend classes 
under the direction of the Sisters 
of Mercy in the handsome new 
structure which has four class- 
rooms, an assembly hall and 
space for kitchen equipment to 
be added later on. 

The good that will result 
from the new school far out- 
weighs the $45,000 debt in- 
curred through material and 
construction costs. While the 
parents of St. Joseph's intend to 
scrimp and save to pay it off, 
they could use a little outside 
help. Sunday collections aver- 
age only $10 to $15. 

To officiate at the dedication 
ceremony on February 22nd, 
Archbishop Byrne came from 
Santa Fe and reminded visitors 
from as far as Las Vegas and 
Denver, Colorado, that while the 
Church in the Southwest has 
had a glorious past, it still in 
many portions remains ‘mission 
country.’ The construction of St. 
Joseph's new school is indica- 
tive that the PIME fathers take 
their missionary duties seriously. 
And in doing so, they are carry- 
ing on the splendid tradition be- 
gun by the Spanish missionaries 
in these areas centuries ago. w 
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Mr. Isaac invited me to 
Bhogolu to instruct thirty 
families who were “wait- 
ing” for instructions in the 
Faith. There were thirty 
families in the village al- 
right, but they were not 
exactly “waiting” for in- 
structions. “Somebody up 
there” obviously wanted 
me to 


Profit by 


I'LL NEVER FORGET BHO- 
GOLU and I frankly admit that 
there were times when I wished 
that I had never heard of the 
place. It was not unlike many of 
the other villages of the WEST 
GODAVARY area: it had its Hin- 
dus, Moslems and a smattering 
of Protestants. But what really 
made BHOGOLU different came 
in the person of one of its inhab- 
itants, an energetic and talka- 
tive Indian by the name of Mr. 
Isaac. I did not know it when 
I first met him but Mr. Isaac's 
thinking was way ahead of that 
of his fellow BHOGOLUESE. 

Late one morning in the midst 
of the dry season, Mr. Isaac ar- 
rived at my ELURU Mission head- 
quarters exhausted and covered 
with dust. Beads of sweat rolled 
down his swarthy copper-colored 
face to the tips of his coal-black 
mustache. Even though he had 
walked twenty-two miles, the 
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Patience 


long trek by foot could not still 
the enthusiasm of his bubbling 
personality. On first seeing me, 
his smile, revealing a wealth of 
impeccable white teeth, was my 
only introduction. No time was 
wasted in telling me the reason 
for his visit. 

“Father, you ‘must visit BHO- 
GOLU! Thirty families there are 
ready to join “our Church ... 
I say “our” Church because | 
too will be converted. I have 
been a Protestant, Father, but 
now I realize that Our Lom 
established only ONE CHURCH, 
the CATHOLIC CHURCH. Ii 
help you as much as possible 
and I am ready to shed my own 
blood for “our’’ Catholic Faith.” 





Together, Mr. Isaac and I 
went to BHOGOLU, but hope in 
no time gave way to misgivings. 

“Mr. Isaac,” I asked, ‘can you 
show me some land where we 
can build a chapel?” 

“Yes, Father," was his reply 
as he led me to the outskirts of 
the village. 

Perhaps it was the oppressive 
heat of the approaching noon 
hour for many of the villagers 
gathered about us in a non-too- 
friendly way, curious to know 
our business. Like their fellow 
villager, Mr. Isaac, they too 
quickly came to the point: 

“What are you doing here?” 

Mr. Isaac's explanation that I 
was looking for land on which 
to build a Chapel did not sit 
well with them. 

“We need all the land we've 
got for farming,” they scowled 
back. And that was that. 

“Where are the thirty families 
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Father Frascogna visits with some of 
the friendlier inhabitants of Bho- 
golu. 


who are ready to join “our” 
Church?” I asked the quaking 
Mr. Isaac. 

But he, with the new-found 
faith of a martyr - confessor 
merely stammered, “Don't be 
afraid, FaFther, I'm ready to die 
for Christ.” 

Clearly Mr. Isaac had misrep- 
resented the facts but there was 
no point to reprimanding him 
now. As more BHOGOLUESE 
huskies arrived on the scene, I 
lit a cigarette to calm my nerves. 

“See! See!” one of them 
shouted, “the priest pretends to 
be a Christian and yet he 
smokes!” 

My reply, that there was noth- 
ing in the Gospels forbidding 
smoking, made no impression on 
the villagers. Reasoning was 
foolish at this point. They were 
all in too belligerent a mood! 
Prudence suggested retreat. 

But imprudently I had to have 
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OUR LADY OF POMPEII 


a last word and told them: 
“Please don’t worry over my 
coming. Just pretend as though 
I had never seen your village. 
I did not come to stir up trouble 
but if there are families here 
who wish to become Catholics— 
that is a different story. If that 
is the case, I must return and 
build a Chapel for them.”” How 
both Mr. Isaac and I escaped 
martyrdom from the angry crowd 
at that point, I'll never know. 
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To return home the next day 
we had to pass through the 
main part of BHOGOLU. To our 
surprise we were stopped by two 
village elders who invited us to 
a meeting of fifty people. As 
soon as we joined the group we 
were politely told to stay away 
from the village. 

Just as politely I told them that 
all are free to join any religion of 
their choice and that I would be 
the last one to force anyone fp 
become a Catholic. 

The discussion again rose to 
a heated pitch and for a second 
time, Mr. Isaac and I had to 
make a hasty retreat. 

Months passed and tempers 
cooled. Mr. Isaac called upon 
me again and I returned to BHO- 
GOLU where several families 
voiced their wishes to become 
CATHOLIC. 

A Chapel has been built, ded 
icated to Our Lady of Pompei, 
and now a Catechist lives ther 
permanently to regularly instruet 
the new Catholics in the Faith 

Providentially, the once angry 
little village of BHOGOLU has 
now developed an Apostolate 
all its own... in spreading the 
Faith. Since Our Lady now 
stands to embrace BHOG@ 
LUESE, visiting natives fre 
nineteen other villages hay 
asked for instructions in th 
Faith. This means nineteen n 
chapels must be built, and he 
ever small they may be, the 
terials neded to put them 1% 
bring my meager budget dow 
to nothing. 

Pray to Our Lady, will 
please, that they may be bk 
somehow for the honor 
glory of her Son in India. 


CATHOLIC. 
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DR. KWAME NKRUMAH arrives for 
the State Opening of the first 


- Ghana Parliament in Accra. 


he Birth of a Nation. in 4jrica 


ona 


AS THE CLOCK struck twelve 
midnight, March 3rd, the British 
“Union Jack’ that flew over the 
National Assembly Building in Ac- 
cra was lowered and a new tri- 
color of red, green and gold took 
its place. The simple change of 
flags symbolized the birth of a new 
African state, GHANA, formerly 
known as the Gold Coast. Through 
the efforts of the present Prime 
Minister, Doctor Kwame Nkrumah, 
and other native leaders, GHANA 
now stands a sovereign state with- 
in the British Commonwealth of 
Nations. 

Representatives of 70 nations 
were present at the formal opening 
of the GHANA Parliament at which 
the Duchess of Kent represented 
Queen Elizabeth and read Her 
ars message. To celebrate 

the great event, Catholics number- 
ing one tenth of populace, took 
in special religious services 


ap es | 3 pase EEE | 


Probably the most colorful of 
these ceremonies took place on 
March 3rd when Archbishop Wil- 
liam T. Porter of Cape Coast cele- 
brated a Pontifical High Mass in the 
new Cathedral of Accra with the 
Prime Minister, members of the new 
Government and the entire Hier- 
archy of the country attending. 
Significantly, the Mass was followed 
by the Solemn Consecration of 
GHANA to the Sacred Heart of 
Jesus. 

Catholicism was first brought to 
this portion of Africa in 1632 and 
thrives today with the help of the 
Holy Ghost Fathers, the White 
Fathers of Africa and Missionaries 
of the Society of the Divine Word. 
Recent figures show that annual in- 
crease of Catholics there numbers 
32,000. 

CATHOLIC LIFE joins millions of 
others throughout the freedom lov- 
ing world in on GHANA ee 
happ 
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“Father, I thank Thee for having hidden these things 


from the wise and prudent and having revealed them 
to the little ones.” 


MARY TO THE RESCUE 


PHEBO, a boy of six, and some 
companions were catching crabs 
and fish on the banks of the 
rivulet where the village women 
daily drew water. With the 
setting of the sun, the other lads 
became discouraged with their 
poor catch and returned to their 
homes, but Phebo continued 
quietly with his task. 

Dusk settled and Phebo’s fam- 
ily sat down to their evening 
meal of rice and curry, but Phebo 
was not there. There was a 
look of concern on his mother’s 
face as she asked, ‘Where can 
he be?” and she went hurriedly 
calling his name throughout the 
village. There was no answer. 
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She went to the rivulet where 
the other boys had seen him last 
and cried at the top of her lungs: 
“Phebooooooo” but there was 
still no answer. She quickly re 
traced her steps and found her- 
self at the threshold of the vil- 
lage headman’'s hut. ‘Please,’ 
she implored, “help me to find 
my boy.” 

The village headman immedi- 
ately summoned the young men 





of the village to organize a 
searching party to find the lad 
in the woods nearby. No trace 
of him was to be found. Phebo’s 
mother wept when they all re- 
turned with the sad news and 
the elders were baffled at his 
disappearance. Of course they 
would have helped any other 
family suffering a similar loss 
but Phebo was especially loved 
throughout the village. 

Could we have been bitten by 
a cobra? Even if so, his body 
would have been found. Perhaps 
he was taken away by a tiger. 
No. Blood would have been de- 
tected somewhere. Finally all 
gathered round the campfire 
under an old tree to discuss what 
should be done. 

On occasions such as this, the 
experienced Karens knew that 
they might need to call in out- 
side help. They would do this 
through their own telegraph sys- 
tem. No sooner had they de- 
cidéd to take this course than 
an old practiced hand was beat- 
ing out the request on a bronze 
gong which could be heard fer 
miles about. Cooperation was 
promised by neighboring vil- 
lages by responding messages 
via gongs. They would join the 
search for the lost boy. 

The mother and other women 
passed the night lamenting the 
loss of the child. The next morn- 
ing there was another search 
with the same result: Phebo was 
nowhere to be found. On the 
third day, the poor mother, in 
desparation journeyed to Leik- 
tho and there handed the mis- 
sionary a two-rupe stipend for a 
Mass to be said for her son, 
whether dead or alive. In the 
bambo chapel of Munepholi the 
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women and girls were gathered, 
taking their turns, to insure a 
continued flood of prayers for 
Phebo’s safety. Always they 
were the same: “Our Lady, Help 
of Christians, help poor Phebo.” 

On the evening of the third 
day, a little girl was ambling 
on towards the river when to 
her amazement, Phebo appeared 
alive and smiling. Frightened 
out of her wits by the sight of 
the missing boy, she dropped the 
bamboo water containers and 
fled back to the village, crying, 
“‘Phebo is back, Phebo is back!” 

In no time, all the villagers 
had assembled, wondering at his 
return. ‘Was it possible?” they 
asked each other. He seemed 


like Lazarus risen from the dead. 
His mother rushed to embrace 
him with tears of joy. Before he 


could be bombarded with ques- 
tions of where he had been and 
what had he been doing, the 
cathechist suggested, ‘Let us all 
go to the Chapel and give thanks 
for the miracle of Phebo’s safe 
return.” 

When the prayers of thanks- 
giving had been offered, Phebo 
in a calm, matter-of-fact voice 
told them of his experience. 

“I had already caught three 
small fish when I saw a larger 
one upstream. It kept getting 
away from me, no matter how 
hard I tried to catch it. With- 
out noticing how fast time had 
passed, I realized that the sun 
had dipped behind Htipheklo (a 
mountain) and I was alone in 
the dark. I was afraid and 
started back for the village. 
Suddenly I saw something black 
coming for me. I cried and ran 
uphill, calling ‘Mother, mother.” 

“Then I looked up and near 
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the big wild fig tree I saw some- 
thing so that I was not afraid 
anymore. A sweet voice coming 
from like a cloud of light told 
me not to be frightened. The 
words were those of a beautiful 
woman with the face of a Sister 
(meaning a European face) and 
dressed like one too. She looked 
the same as the statue on the 
altar. “Don't cry, my child,” she 
said, “I shall be with you.”’ Then 
she asked what I had caught 
in the river and I showed her 
the three fishes. ‘‘Not very large 
for a meal for two,”’ the lady 
continued, and so saying took 
two more, bigger than any I 
had ever seen, from her mantle. 
Together we started a fire and 
after cooking and eating the fish, 
she gave me two bananas. 

“When we had finshed eating, 
she asked me to pray with her, 
prayers such as mother and I 
say before going to bed. Then 
we slept together, her mantle 
keeping me warm. On waking 
in the morning she told me to 
say three Hail Marys and if I 
skipped a word, she corrected 
me and smiled. For breakfast 
she gave me another banana and 
a dikamo (rice cooked in a 
bamboo cup, that has a special 
flavor, the only “candy” of the 
Karen people). 

“For the whole day we 
walked about among the beau- 
tiful flowers and fruit trees the 


likes of which I had never seeq 
There were many singing biniy 
too, different from ours. I 
so happy with her.. .” 
The catechist interrupted, “By 
weren't you afraid of the strangy 
woman? She was not 
mother.” “Oh no,” 
Phebo, “I felt at home with he 
and besides, she told me thal 
she was my mother, too.” x 
Quietly the boy looked at hist) 
electrified audience. Never in hig” 
life again would he have an epg 
perience like this. “The lady— 


told me to be good and to study 7 
well the lessons of the Saji * 


(cathechist) and to obey my 
mother. We slept together the 
next night too and on the fof” 
lowing day we wandered aboulf 
while she kept telling me many 
things which I cannot remembers” 
now. She was always smiling 
and it was good to look at her. 
Finally we arrived at the spog 
where I was first fishing anf” 
she told me to return home and 
be good. When I met Luisad 
the rivulet, I looked to see my 
lady again but she was gone. $ 
I ran to the village and herel 
am. 


No need to comment; every 
one at Munepholi understodg™ 
that Our Lady had saved Phebo 
From that day forth he wame 
called MARIA APHO whic” 
means son of Mary. 


THIS all took place in the Karen village of Munepholi of our Tounga— 
Mission, Burma, in the year 1920. The men, women children were faithily ; 
to morning and evening prayers and it was a pleasure visiting these s 
mountain folk. They were especially devoted to Our Lady, Maria Te 
as they called her. Their devotion to her was known in the villages ¢ 
and Mary accordingly did not forget them in their distress. 

R. BOSSI, P.I.M.E. 
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YOUR PIME SEMINARY and "DO-IT-YOURSELF" PROJECTS 
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ONE WING AND A PRAYER |! 


Observing the seminary "family" and their neighbors 
happily completing the interiors of the first wing of 
the seminary, perhaps you are reminded of your own 
family projects in the early days of your own home . 


To house even more future missionary students, much 
work remains to be done at Newark, Ohio, Your own 
understanding of this need, leads us to pray that you 

may be able to join the PIME "family" in their, 'DO- 

IT-YOURSELF" projects. 


If you are not near enough to join in the generous and 
happy programs of the local neighbors, would you be 
kind enough to help by sending a financial contribution ? 


May we remind you that these contributions are 
deductible on your yearly Income Tax forms? 
Please send your "DO-IT-YOURSELF" donations to: 


Missionaries of Ss. Peter and Paul 
Seminary Fund 

121 East Boston Boulevard 

Detroit 2, Michigan 





Rizal and The Sacred Heart 


by Genesio Navarro 


Ateneo de Manila, Philippine Islands 


Catholicism had been in the Philippines since firs! 
discovered by Magellan centuries before the eal 
of this story. Spanish Missionaries had so su 
implanted the Faith, Christian culture and learning in 
the hearts and minds of Filipinos that the islanders were 
destined, too, to discover the Christian concept of liberty. 
One of the first advocates of independence for the P 
pines from Spanish rule was Jose Rizal. In his 
prior to his revolutionary involvement, Jose Rizal carved 
an inspiring statue of the Sacred Heart of Jesus. He 
grew into a sophisticated man of the world and the 
statue was all but forgotten by him until the he 
was to face a Spanish firing squad. One last look a 


this work of his youth and he was inspired to fs 


many of the mistaken notions of his manhood 
die a Christian death. 
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JOSE RIZAL has been praised 
to the stars more often and more 
profusely than any other Fili- 
pino, living or dead. He has 
been eulogized by many hero- 
worshiping writers, as the great 
defender of the oppressed, the 
great hero, the great doctor, 
poet, writer, linguist . the 
pride of the Malayan race! But 
they usually forget to add one 
thing about him; Rizal was also 
...a@ great sinner! 

He was a great sinner in- 
deed; but not in the popular 
sense of a great sinner. To the 
popular mind, a great sinner is 
one who is ferociously allergic 
to the sixth and ninth com- 
mandments. And certainly, if 
our historians are telling the 


truth, Rizal was very far from 
being a Bohemian. 


No, Rizal's 
sins were not of the flesh but 
of the intellect. His favorite sin 
was the same sin that had de- 
graded and “de-glamorized” Lu- 
ciler and company: the sin of 
pride! And the malice of this 
sin is so great that it brought 
into existence hell itself. That is 
why we say that Rizal was also 
a@ great sinner. For he himself 
said some hours before his 
death: “My only fault has been 
my pride. I believed I could 
do something very great without 
ote the necessary qualities 
it.” 

And the sin of pride is not 
ai easy thing to conquer. It's 
easier, much easier to convert 
a impure person than a proud 
one. For the impure person be- 
Comes disgusted at himself as 
he feels the loneliness and 
emptiness of his soul. But the 
Proud man loves himself too 


MAY-JUNE 1957 


PHOTO of the stamp depicting the 
famous Rizal statue of the Sacred 
Heart of Jesus and commemorat- 
ing the dedication of the Philippines 
to the Sacred Heart during the Eu- 
charistic Congress held late last 
year. 


much, too much to see his own 
defects. It was easier for St. 
Paul to convert the people of 
Corinth who were wallowing in 
lust than the intellectuals of 
Athens who were bristling with 
pride. It was easier for Christ 
to convert the harlot than to 
convert the intellectual brood of 
Pharisees! That is why one 
really wonders how Rizal the 
most gifted Filipino perhaps, 
how Rizal the proud man, was 
ever converted. 

But he was converted and to 
all apperances, the instruments 
used by divine grace towards 
his conversion were some Jesuits 
and a small seemingly insigni- 





ficant thing, a small statute of. 
the Sacred Heart of Jesus. 

This statue has a story be- 
hind it. 

At the Ateneo, Rizal once 
carved an image of Our Lady. 
He carved it on a piece of 
batikuling wood with a simple 
pocket-knife. The Jesuits were 
so impressed by the image that 
one of them asked him if he 
could carve for him an image 
of the Sacred Heart. The boy 
promised and in a few days 
he presented the statue to the 
priest whose name was Father 
P. Lleonart. Father P. Lleonart 
had all the intention of bringing 
it with him to Spain. But when 
he left for Spain, he forgot to 
put it in his trunk... thus leav- 
ing the statue to play a signifi- 
cant part in the last hours of 
Dr. Rizal. 

Eleven years later, Rizal vis- 
ited the Ateneo. He was no 
longer the devout man that he 
once was. He had just arrived 
from Europe where he had be- 
come a Freemason and has 
begun writing the controversial 
“Fili-Noli” novels. History points 
out that Rizal's faith was shaken 
very much by suffering, disap- 
pointment, by the unjust perse- 
cution of his own mother, his 
relatives and his people. What- 
ever faith was left in him had 
been easily diluted in the anti- 
clerical atmosphere of Europe. 
Most of the Filipino leaders then 
in Europe were Masons. That is 
why when he visited his former 
Jesuit professors and refused 
to change his heretical views, 
Padre Faura told him never to 
set foot in the Ateneo again. 
So Rizal sadly walked out of the 
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Ateneo building which was then 
in Intramuros. On his way out, 
a lay brother showed Rizal the 
statue of the Sacred Heart, the 
same statue he had carved 
eleven years before. Rizal looked 
at the image indifferently and 
said: “Other times, those were 
other times, Brother. They have 
passed away. Now I do not be 
lieve in those things!” 

Eight years later, when Rizal 
was in Fort Santiago, awaiting 
death, he called for his former 
Jesuit professors. The priests, 
Father Viza and Father Mata, 
arrived at once and Rizal greeted 
them warmly. They were sur 
prised at his calmness. Her 
was a man spending his last 
twenty-four hours on earth to be 
shot like a common criminal for 
crimes that he had never com- 


mitted, and yet here he was, 
smiling and affable. Before the 
priests had even taken their 


seats, Rizal asked them 
the image of the Sacred H 
which he had carved at 
Ateneo. Father Viza had the i 
age with him; he took it out 
his pocket and gave it to Ri 
Rizal scrutinized it very 
fully, looked at it for some 
then muttered: “Lo mismo!” 
very same one!) He pla 
upon the writing table when 
became the silent witness of 
close-shave conversion. 
That's the story of Rizal @ 
the statue of the Sacred 
Very simple, but very sig 
cant! 
Many men have called } 
great but for different rea 
Anti-clericals acknowledged 
zal great and hailed him 
national hero because 
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FEAST OF THE SACRED HEART 


JUNE 28th 


“. . . devotion to the Most Sacred Heart is so important 
that it may be considered, so far as practice is concerned, the 
profession of the Christian religion. For this is the re- 
Jesus which rests entirely on a Mediator who is man 

, $0 that no one can come to the Heart of God except 

e heart of Christ, as He Himself says: ‘I am the way, 

No one comes to the Father but 


truth, and the life. 


through me (Jn 14, 6).’.. .” 


ON THE SACRED HEART, encyclical letter by His Holiness, 


wanted to use Rizal to tear the 
Catholic faith away from the 
Filipio people. More recently, 
Rizal had been a sign of divi- 
sion even among Catholics 
themselves. Rizal has been used 


Pius Xil 


to divide patriotism from Cathol- 
icism. But this should not be 
the case! 

Let us look at Rizal on the 
eve of his death. As he paces 
his cell, torn by doubts, he is 
a confused man. Rizal's world 
is in conflict, in conflict be- 
tween his love for his oppressed 
country and his love for God. 
But the presence of that seem- 
ingly insignificant statue in his 
cell seems to have a strange 
effect upon him. For a moment 
of vision he sees that the con- 
flict is only apparent; it is only 
his pride that is keeping 
him from retracting Freemasory 
and his anti-Catholic views. Ri- 
zal achieved his true greatness 
when he overcame his pride; 
when he opened his proud stub- 
born heart to the grace of Our 
Lord's Sacred Heart. His two 
great loves became identified: 
his love for his country and his 
love for God. The next day he 
faced the firing quad, a Catho- 
lic and a patriot, a hero. vv 





The Free World Mourns 


the death of a patriot 


ON MARCH 16TH the Free 
World was shocked by the news 
of the untimely death of a great 
man, President Ramon Magsay- 
say of the Philippines, who was 
killed with 24 others in a plane 
crash off Cebu Island. Filipinos 
will have to look hard and long 
before finding another national 
leader to match the courage and 
integrity of the blacksmith’s son 
who saved them from Soviet 
domination by way of the Com- 
munist-inspired Hukbalahap re- 
bellion. 

A staunch champion of the 


Catholic Faith, President Mag 
saysay considered it the g 
est treasure given the Filipine 
by the Spanish during their f 
century rule. From that F 
he garnered strength to lash 
at political corruption, econ 
ruin and social chaos which fd 
lowed the Japanese occupat 
during World War II and w 
slowed the growth of new Re 
public, granted independent 
from the U. S. in 1948. Througa 
that Faith he was able to 
his countrymen out of the 
tional despondency which f 
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yailed during those early years 
of independence and which if 
left unchecked would have made 
the Philippines easy prey to 
Soviet conquest. 


While Defense Minister in 1950 
and since becoming President in 
1953, his vigouous reforms were 
often criticized, but the critcisms 
were in themselves proof that 
the reforms were needed. Ex- 
plaining his ‘Rebellion Bill’ 
making collaboration with Huk- 
balahap rebels a capital offense 
(a bill, which was pigeonholed 
during the last session of the 
Philippine Congress while he 
_ lived), President Magsaysay had 
-gaid: “I know that this uncom- 
"promising stand will not meet 
' with the full approval of some 
people of my party, but that is 
all right with me. There is no 
compromise with Communism.” 

President Magsaysay remem- 
bered only too well the dark 
days of 1950 when the Com- 
munist Hubalahap rebels braz- 


enly established their headquar- 
ters within the city limits of 
Manila itself, and just missed 
taking that city and, indeed, the 
whole country over. Because of 
his keen understanding and 
active ability to cope with the 
problems of his people, the 
armed ranks of the _ rebel 
Red cause dwindled from 16,- 
000 in 1950 to approximately 
660 known to be holding out 
in the mountainsides today. 
Late last year, as top man of 
the Philippine Government, Pres- 
ident Magsaysay dedicated his 
country and people to The Sacred 
Heart of Jesus during the Eu- 
charistic Congress held in Ma- 
nila. Having rid that beautiful 
city and the country of the im- 
mediate Communist menace, 
the late President obviously felt 
that both needed a stronger and 
more durable protector than him- 
self. It was another gesture of 
gratitude for that great Faith 
which inspired the life-long 
career of a great man. vv 


PRESIDENT MAGSAYSAY receiving 
DR. PAUL K. T. SIH, one of the dele- 
gates attending the Asian Congress 
for the Apostolate of the Laity, held 
in Manila in December 1955. Dr. 
Sih, Director of the Institute of Far 
Eastern Studies, Seton Hall Univer- 


sity, Newark, New Jersey, was 
more recently, Free China's dele- 
gate to the November-December 
1956 session of the General Con- 
ference of UNESCO which took place 
in New Delhi, India. Dr. Sih will 
tell his impressions of that confer- 
ence and of other problems facing 
Asia today in CHINA AND UNESCO 
which will appear in our July-Au- 
gust issue of CATHOLIC LIFE. 
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MAY - JUNE 
CATHOLIC LIFE 
CELEBRATIONS! 


GRADUATIONS! 
CONFIRMATIONS! 
x ° WEDDINGS! 
ia ORDINATIONS! 
8 

All these happy occasions call for a lasting gift to celebrate 
important milestones in the lives of your loved ones anda 
friends. ONE GIFT, more than a one-time remembrance,} 
is a CATHOLIC LIFE magazine subscription at: $2.00 for 
one year, $3.50 for two years, and $5.00 for three years, | 


An attractive gift card will be sent in honor of the occasic 
which you designate below, PLUS a full color reproduction 
(7'' x 9"') of the beautiful MADONNA IN THE ROSE ARBOR 


by Lochner, as pictured above. 


Dear Fathers: 
Please find enclosed $ to cover a one/two/or three 
years' gift subscription to CATHOLIC LIFE to be sent toy 


NAME 
ADDRESS 
CITY ZONE STATE 


OCCASION (fill in your choice) 


This subscription is a gift from: 

NAME 

ADDRESS 

CITY ZONE STATE 








